234            THREE YEARS IN MANIPUR

received a good many scratches, and my
poor stockings were dreadfully torn. How-
ever, on I went, perfectly insensible as to
who were travelling with me. The next
obstacle was a mud wall, low enough on our
side, bijt with a six-foot drop on the other.
I found myself sitting on the top of this,
wondering how I was going to make the
descent of the other side, when someone
gave me a gentle push, as a sort of warning
that I was stopping the traffic, and I slid
gracefully down on the other side into the
arms of a friendly Bunnia, who also helped
me down the river bank, which was very
slippery and muddy. I fell two or three
times, doing considerable damage to my
already dirty dress; but I got to the water s
edge at last, and made a valiant effort to
cross the river.

Fortunately for us, it was March, and not
April or May; for had these events taken
place later in the year, I do not know how
we should have crossed that river. But as